* The Poisoned Dish *
Behind him was carried Queen Saw, whose early
taste for such festivities had largely evaporated and
whose wit and high spirits no longer bubbled over as
in the past. She sat up, aloof and faintly smiling, like
Kwan-Yin, the Chinese goddess of mercy, as Chang
Hsien Ch'ung had once chanted in an ode.

Next came Queen Sawlon, well-bred, supercilious,
who never conceded an inch of dignity, never laughed
and rarely spoke but to depreciate. She had not slept
well the previous night and had awoken in a bad
humour. It was the heat, perhaps, or a touch of liver,
but she ascribed it to a fantastic dream, in which a dog
as large as an elephant had sneezed in her face.

A few paces to the rear of her litter was borne Queen
Shinshwe. This woman, though her day was somewhat
over, had retained all her cheerfulness. She thoroughly
enjoyed life's panorama, and never ceased to congratu-
late herself on the happy chance that had once set her
upon the trunk of the King's elephant. Had she not
made that climb she might now be approaching the
battered and early middle age of the touring actress.
Back again in Cambodia, she would be travelling the
villages, the butt, certainly, of the country lout, view-
ing only from afar the moated walls of Angkor, It was
beyond articulation fortunate to be inside a capital, to
have a legal position at a king's side. So she went by,
unspoilt and humble, on her lap a pet dog with a
ribbon round its neck.

There followed the two other queens, maternal
figures, shadowy personalities, with the concourse of
ladies-in-waiting and the concubines in their grades.
Most of these women were walking, though Uhsaup-
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